Like  the  river,  God  is  never  ceasing  in  his  love 

Like  the  snow,  are  man's  material  desires 

Mary 
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PARNASSUS  IS  RECYCLABLE. 


That  is:  This  issue  (and  all  others)  can  be  reused.  When  you’re 
done  with  it  give  it  to  someone  else  to  use,  that's  recycling.  Also 
the  paper  on  which  this  is  all  written  upon  can  be  reused.  Even  the 
soda  cans  around  here  are  recvcable  and  there  are  places  on  campus 
where  you  can  bring  them.  If  you  happen  by  the  Drop- In-Center,  you’ll 
probably  notice  ? containers  and  signs  letting  you  know  where  to  put 
your  recyclable  papers,  cans  and  bottles.  In  the  gym  building,  there's 
a can  in  which  we  throw,  our  soda  cans.  There's  a sign  on  this  one  that 
says  Cans  Only.  Besides  cans  we've  also  found  meatballs,  orange  drink, 
coffee  and  salad;  all  of  which  can  be  reused  but  there  is  no  'compost' 
heap  yet  on  campus 

This  camous  is  able  to  collect  cans,  bottles  and  paper.  If  you 
have  some  waste  for  recvcling.  it  can  be  brought  to  room  15A  in  the 
rear  of  the  gvm  building.  It's  supposed  to  be  a mens  room  but  right,  now 
is  being  used  as  a collection  center  for  recyclable  goods.  It’s  ooen 
from  9AM  to  3PM  Monday  through  Friday. 

If  you’re  interested  in  the  environment  and  would  like  to  do 

something  to  help  it,  join  ..the  'environmental  concern  organization' 

If  interested  contact: 

Brian-  at  Student  Activities  Office 
Maggie-  at  Counselling  Office 
Tonv.Lu  or  Moe-  at  the  Drop-In-Genter 

Remember:  if  you  see  a can  that  says  'cans  only'  please  throw 
only  cans,  not  meatballs. 


Moe  Chabuz 


The  Limb  of  Ear 


Tom  Heilman 


Walking  in  the  sound  of  darkness 
seeing  through  the  limb  of  ear* 
pecks  with  his  cane  of  sorrow 
asking  why  do  I feel  this  way? 

The  doctor  says  you'll  be  alright, 

all  right 

oh,  I see 

and  peck  peck  peck  with  the  ambulatory  birch, 

— whoops — I didn't  see  you  there — excuse  me. 

Envisioning  the  dawn  of  light 
groping  through  future  memories 
all  the  same 

nothing  but  the  darkness  flooding  past. 

And  daddy  said  "Sit  still  in  the  chair 
pay  no  mind 

to  the  clipper's  buzzing 

be  a good  boy — we'll  be  proud  of  you." 

him  asking,  what's  that  striped  thing  above  the  door  daddy? 

it  looks  like  a candy  . 

"Yes  it  does  my  little  man, 

make  us  proud  and  I'll  buy  a rresent." 

Promises  repeated, 
the  sergeant's  loud  bark  telling 
"Make  them  proud  of  us  men." 
til  the  day  he  finally  saw  fire 
and  pain 
ending  light, 

the  buzzing  bringing  darkness 
darkness — was  it  grenade? 
mortar? 

realizing  the  past  was  his  present 
and  his  present 
the  future. 

Obey  and  you'll  see, 

laughing  hysterically 
he  saw  for  an  instant 
seeing  forever, 
but  sees  no  more. 

Walking  in  the  sound  of  darkness 
seeing  through  the  limb  of  ear 
pecking  with  his  cane  of  sorrow. 


ASYLUM  GRANTED:  A PSYCHOLOGICAL  REVIEW 


As vlum  begins  with  R.D.Laing  being  interviewed.  There  he  sits 
in  his  calm.  Real,  unfettered  by  pretention,  the  vibrati©ns  ex- 
ude from  him,  even  through  the  technical  measures,  to  touch  the 
audience.  Laing's  clearly  an  exceptional  man.  Ironically,  he  is 
fast  becoming  the  super-star  of  psychiatry;  which  is  a paradox, 
whereas  it  is  the  fact  of  his  genuine  and  natural  humanass  that 
sets  him  apart  and  therefore  beyond  the  ordinary  autotomness  of 
the  most  greyed  mass.  Perhaps  this  predisposition  of  a sizable 
of  society  towards  perceiving  Laing's  "godness",  plus  the  label- 
ing of  an  extreme  other  nature  by  the  larger  remaining  portion, 
proves  one  of  his  opening  statements.  He  feel  that  society  over- 
reacts. He  said  that  not  in  reference  to  the  generally  innapropriate 
response  by  which  he  must  obviously  be  met,  but  it  is  nevertheless 
an  appropriate  analogy  to  make  here.  Actually  he  was  refering  to 
the  way  in  which  society  reacts  to  its  very  own  schizophrenics 
and  other  assorted  nuts.  That  is  to  say  that  abnormal  behavior 
is  only  aggrevated  by  the  abnormal  response  to  it.  More  specif ic- 
ly,  that  unnatural  circumstances  and  attitudes  found  surrounding 
the  suspected  crazy  person  are  in  themselves  enough  to  make  any- 
one react  peculiar.  To  get  back  to  the  interview,  Laing  talks  on 
about  the  success  people  have  had  living  in  the  Environment  at 
Archway  Hall  and  the  trick  (for  those  who  need  one)  has  been 
simply  letting  people  be  what  they  are  so  that  they  can  work  through 
their  problems,  sans  those  gallant  proffessional  judgements  de- 
ciding their  validity  as  persons.  If  one  were  nto  sophisticated 
and  didn't  know  better,  one  might  think  that  the  matter  of  cure 

could  be  reduced  to  the  practice  of  honesty  and  respect  among  equal 
human  beings. 


That  is,  however,  what  we  see  in  practice  at  Archwajr  Hall. 

It  is  an  unsterilized  home,  warmly  chaotic,  cluttered  with  evidence 
of  life  like  dirty  dishes  and  writing  on  walls.  And  there  is  caring 
there.  We  see  it  communicated  in  many  of  the  various  forms  which  can 
be  the  medium  for  the  expression  of  such  a multi-dimensional  proc- 
ess. And  everyone  seems  to  be  aware  of  what  is  going  on,  with  the 
possible  exception  of  one  up-tight  American  psychiatrist  who  acc- 
uses David,  a qualified  resident  schizophrenic,  of  not  listening. 
David  answers,  "people  who  live  in  glass  houses  shouldn't  throw 
stones";  and  there's  no  doubt  about  it,  David  has  been  listening. 
Caring  is  communicated  by  an  opening  attitude  of  receptiveness 
practiced  as  people  listen  to  what  is  being  said  within  the  con- 
text of  attitude,  voice  tone,  facial  expression,  body  language, 
and  so  on;  rather  than  Rearing  out  of  context  words  in  their  lim- 
ited conventionally  proscribed  meaning.  Caring  is  communicated  by 
silent  agreement,  but  also  by  direct  statement.  For  example,  David 
acts  out  his  anger,  first  verbally,  then  physically,  against  the  d 
doctor  who  has  accused  him  of  behaving  like  a priveledged  person. 

One  of  the  other  doctors  who  has  been  working  with  the  people 
tells  David  he  understands  his  jealousy  at  having  new  people  in 
the  house,  and  that  he  knows  that  David  feels  he  will  be  pushed  out 
as  he  was  pushed  out  of  his  home  by  his  five  younger  brothers, 
finally  he  takes  Davids  hafcd  and  says,  "I  love  you  David."  David 
is  assured.  Then  the  doctor  continues  his  truth  by  telling  David 
that  he  also  loves  the  others  in  the  house  and  therefore  that 
he  would  not  give  Bavid  special  priveledge^  meaning  that  David  has 
the  freedom  but  not  the  license  to  infringe  upon  other  peoples 
rights.  Being  concerned  for  the  rights  of  each  individual  comm- 
unicates caring. 

Caring  is  communicated  physically  in  the  supportive  comforting 


behavior  of  the  members  of  the  household  towards  one  another.  Julie, 
a young  woman  of  about  twenty,  looks  out  of  herself  in  a dazed  ex- 
pression that  one  might  find  upon  the  face  of  a child  who  is  thour- 
oughly  the  victim  of  shack.  The  others  know  and  accordingly  they 
rock  her,  they  feed  her,  they  fondle  her.  At  one  point  she  regresses 
to  a state  we  might  find  in  an  infant  of  three  months.  All  the  while, 
she  is  nurtured;  not  judged  then  shocked  into  some  pre-ordained  ver- 
sion of  reality.  David  and  Julie  are  not  in  an  asylum,  rather  they 
have  been  granted  asylum,  " a safe  place",  at  Archway  Hall. 

"Sahctuary"  is  the  word  Laing  uses  in  his  second  interview,  which 
comes  midway  through  the  movie.  He  talks  about  being  helpful  as  not 
being  constructive;  he  doesn't  use  the  word  patronizing,  but  we  know 
what  he  means.  He  is  not  pious  about  providing  sanctuary  to  people 
who  have  problems  in  living,  and  he  knows  that  existence  now  is 
problem  prone,  perhaps  assuming  "the  more  alive,  the  more  problems." 

At  any  rate,  the  people  of  the  community  are  very  alive  in  their  "mad- 
ness", and  they  are  acutely  aware.  This  honesty  may  be  perceived  as 
either  refreshing  or  severe,  but  that  of  course  depends  upon  persoal 
bias,  or  perhaps,  sadly,  upon  what  the  consensus  of  the  majority  as 
to  what  is  "right". 

Of  that  majority  generally  awarded  the  label  of  "normal",  there 
are  three  definate  representatives  in  the  film,  possibly  to  provide 
a point  of  refernee  from  which  we  might  make  a comparison.  First, 
there  is  the  mother.  She  was  delivering  what  appear  to  be  the  remnants 
of  her  son  into  what  might  have  been  for  her  fthe  hands  of  the  infidels. 
She  was  the  most  obviously  cute  person  in  the  film.  Coy,  shy,  flirt- 
atious in  her  normalcy,  she  howevered,  oever-shadowing  the  shell  of 
her  son,  complimenting  David  on  his  articulate  manner  of  speaking, 
showing  just  the  right  amount  of  knee.  Reasonably  polite  and  sociable, 


she  did  occasionally  peer  over  her  coffee  cup  in  decent  suspicion 
of  the  "cuckoos.” 

Then  there  was  Jamies’  father  who  topped  the  unnamed  boys  mother 
by  at  least  ten  lengths  absurdity.  Jamie  was  a quiet  teen-age  boy; 
ani  other  of  the  house  cuckoos.  Jamie's  father  entered  the  scene  with 
his  quick-set  smile  and  his  quicker-draw  checkbook,  and  proceeded 
with  his  attempt  to  ±Hii±a:±  enlist  staff  aid  in  his  campaign  to  make 
a man  of  Jamie.  His  plot  involved  arrangments  being  made  to  bring 
in  ±k  a suitable  female  companion  for  Jamiexx^xxxXx±x±xxxixx±xxxx 
who  could  take  him  on  an  outing  to  the  local  zoo  or  otherwise  bolster 
his  ego.  This  blared  out  as  the  first  premeditated  lie  in  the  course 
of  events.  Clearly  there  is  a question  here  as  to  whose  ego  is  in- 
volved and  as  to  just  whose  masculinity  has  been  left  un-resolved. 

When  met  by  the  mild  opposition  of  a few  staff  truths,  the  fathers 
smile  remains  intact,  with  just  the  slightest  altering  to  a tighter 
degree;  but  h±4  body,  specifically  his  hand,  did  not  smile  when  he 
shoved  a loaf  of  bread  from  its  loathsome  spot  on  the  table  to  clear 
a spot  for  his  checkbook.  Then  he  wrote  a check  for  two  pounds/ten, 
which  was  /ten  more  than  neccesary,  firmly  establishing  himself  as 
a generous  person  and  an  all-right  guy.  It  is  not  easy  to  see  Jamie's 
father  as  a real  person. 

The  third  exhibition  of  "normal"  behavior  was  displayed  by  the 
American  psychiatrist  who  would  not  listen  to  David's  schizophrenese. 
Perhaps  these  people  were  poor  examples  of  narmalcy,  or  perhaps  they 
look  bad  because  the  majority  consensus  was  reversed. 

Asvlum  is  a documentary,  a straight  presentation  minimally  doctored 
for  dramatic  effect,  and  yet  it  is  as  exciting  as  the  best  technical 
achievement  that  uses  and  perfects  a combination  of  editing,  lighting, 
camera  angle  and  the  other  elements  of  film  which  conjure  a captiv- 


ating  reflection  of  existence.  Does  this  mean  that  life  is  not  color- 
less after-all? 

At  the  end,  David  is  speaking  quietly  in  common  English  that  even 
the  frustrated  analyst  could  accept  as  coherent.  Then  the  world  at 
large  must  listen  and  take  note  that  David  can  talk  like  everyone 
else  and  at  that  point  witness  his  pain  at  the  bare  facts  and  then 
know  that  when  it  is  neccesary,  David  chooses  to  make  the  insanity 
that  surrounds  him  more  liveable. 


Madeline  Dinges 


Laing  himself 


All  in  the  Family:  A Morning  Matter  from  the  Bowels  of  American  Entertainment 


Since  its  injection  into  the  mainstream  of  American  life,  television 
has  been  stuffed  with  stero-typed  stero-types  and  so  saturated  with  the 
American  ideal  that  Aesop 1 s Fables,  in  comparison,  would  seem  to  be  lacking 
in  morals.  The  "boob  tube"  had  reached  the  point  where  the  overdose  of  its 
fanatical  fantasies  was  quite  capable  of  replacing  dreamland,  when  realistic 
relief  was  administered.  This  potent  panacea  is  known  as  All  in  the  Family. 

The  attraction  of  All  in  the  Family  lies  in  its  starkly  realistic  way 
of  satirizing  prejudice  and  other  related  social  issues.  Each  week,  the 
program  zeroes  in  on  the  misery  and  oppression  suffered  by  various  minorities. 
In  ono  particular  morning  episode,  a typical,  poverty-stricken,  downtrodden, 
ghetto-dwelling,  black  singer  named  Sammy  Davis  Jr.,  strays  into  the  household 
of  the  brutal  bigot  of  the  show  (Archie  Bunker)  and  is  inadvertently  offended. 
What  could  be  more  realistic? 

Apparently,  the  show  is  so  zealously  involved  with  the  problems  faced 
by  minority  members,  that  it  scarcely  touches  on  the  problems  of  Bunker. 
Strangely  enough,  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  Archie  is  blessed  with  an 
"intelligent,"  "comforting"  wife  and  has  the  privalege  of  supporting  his 
liberal  daughter  and  unemployed  son-in-law;  he  is  always  grumbling.  Further  - 
more  Bunker  is  rarely  portrayed,  if  ever,  as  a victim  of  society.  He  seldom 
puts  his  foot  in  his  mouth  and  therefore  usually  stays  out  of  trouble. 
Moreover,  he  is  never  outnumbered  by  more  than  three  or  four  witty,  sarcastic 
liberals,  each  of  whom  are  quite  adept  at  attacking  his  philosophy.  Who 
could  possibly  empathize  with  him? 

Obviously,  simee  the  program  is  of  such  enormous  benefit  to  the  well- 
being of  minority  members,  one  could  assume  that  the  show  is  greatly  popular 
among  them,  since  it  portrays  them  as  the  victimes  they  are.  A glance  at 
statistics  overwhelmingly  confirms  this  assumption. 


Accord'i^r>  IQ// 

audiences ,a 
In  addition 


t-ho  nQ7?  Simmons  Survey, which  categorizes  white  and  non-white 
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programs , produced  by  an  elite , liberal 
more  conservative  elements  in  America, 
to  manifest  itself  in  a clampring  for 
American  public  could  sympathize  with 


is  white.  It  is 


Perhaps  one  reason  the  blacklash  hasn't  occured  is  that  All  in  the  Family 
apparently  has  an  eerie  ability  to  foster  social  change.  Who  can  deny  that 
America  has  grown  more  liberal  since  the  program's  first  fateful  showing? 

One  need  only  look  at  the  election  results  to  confirm  the  recent  super-seirge 
of  American  establishment.  Only  a "meathead"  or  fool  would  claim  that  America 
still  faces  the  crisis  of  polarizing  population.  In  fact, All  in  the  family  has 
improved  the  social  fabric  so  much, in  such  a short  time, that  it  may  rapidly 
lead  to  its  own  demise. 

In  summary,  after  years  of  flashing  fantasies  into  the  minds  of  Americans, 
television  has  shown  promise  as  a medium  for  social  improvements  sharp 
departure  from  its  traditional  role  as  an  escape  from  the  oppression 
of  society.  After  years  of  intellectual  constipation , All  in  the  Family  has 
proven  to  be  a relieving  breakthrough.  Yes,  American  television  has  finally  gotten 
its  shit  together. 


N 


Anti-Semi tism  or  Anti-Zionism 


It  has  come  to  my  attention  that  because  of  an  article  I 
wrote  in  support  of  Palistinian  .liberation  struggle,  that  cer- 
tain members  of  the  Parnasus  staff  have  been  accused  of  being 
anti-Semitic.  Let  me  point  out  that  any  article  I write  is  my 
own  personal  opinion  and  not  necessarally  the  view  point  of  the 
rest  of  the  staff.  No  one  is  responsible  for  what  I write 
but  myself. 

Now  the  question  of  my  being  anti-Jewish.  Any  charge  of 
anti-Semf  tism  is  totally  unfounded,  unless  you  consider  all 
Jews  to  be  Zionists.  That  opinion  itself  is  racist.  Not  all 
Jews  are  Zionists.  Those  of  you  who  accuse  me  of  being  in 
favor  of  discrimination  against  Jews  or  of  writing  an  anti- 
Jewish  article  had  better  re-read  what  I wrote.  I dare  you  to 
show  me  where  I am  favoring  racist,  anti-Semitism. 

As  for  being  an  anti-Zionist,  to  that  I readily  admit. 
Anti-Zionism  is  far  from  being  anti-Seme tic . Zionist  policy 
is  to  carve  a "homeland"  for  Jews  out  of  Arab  territory.  European 
American  and  Soviet  Zionists  are  claiming  Arab  land  for  their 
home.  This  ignores  the  rights  of  Palestinian  Arabs  to  govern 
their  own  land  This  is  blatant  anti-Arab  racism.  Zionists  are 
doing  to  the  Palestinians  what  white  Europeans,  did  red  Native 
Americans  here.  Palestinians  were  driven  off  their  land  or 
killed  by  foreign  invader s-Zionist  settlers. 


It  should  be  mentioned  that  in  this  so-called  Jewish  home- 


land, Arabs  are  not  the  only  ones  being  discriminated  against 
Oriental  Jews  are  also  met  with  racist  treatment  at  the  hands 
of  the  Zionist  government.  The  demand  by  the  Israeli  Black 
Panthers  for  equality  for  Sephardic  people  is  proof  of  this. 

Anti-Zionism  is  not  anti-Semitism.  It  is  opposion  to  the 
racist  exploitation  of  the  Palestinian  people  by  the  Zionist 
state  of  Israel.  It  is  opposition  to  the  racist  treatment  of 
Onential  Jews  by  the  state  of  Israel.  It  is  opposition  to  the 
terrorist  bombings  of  innocent  Arab  villiage.s  by  the  state 
of  Israel.  It  is  not  anti-Seme tism. 

I support  the  right  of  all  oppressed  national  groups  to 
live  in  complete  eauality.  I have  and  will  continue  to  support 
Soviet  Jews  and  other  oppressed  nationalities  within  the  U.S.S.K. 
in  their  struggles  against  discrimination.  Likewise  I will 
continue  to  wholeheartedlysupport  the  Palestinian  liberation 
struggle.  I have  said  it  before  and  I’ll  say  it  again: 

SELF  DETERMINATION  FOR  PALESTINE 


Earl  C ami re 


On  Student  Involvement 


Although  the  NECC  governmental  structure  is  at  a much  smaller  scale,  it 
becomes  more  and  more  obvious  as  the  academic  year  goes  on,  that  it  is  just  as 
meaningless  and  ineffective  as  the  federal  government  so  often  is. 

Let  me  explain  the  mechanics  of  our  school  government.  I'll  try  to  be  as 
brief  as  possible  because  I realize  that  most  of  you  will  read  this  article 
because  nobody  brought  a deck  of  cards  or  else  everybody  stopped  for  a pizza 
break,  only  to  throw  their  paper  plate  and  coke  can  on  the  floor. 

Every  year  a Student  Council  consisting  of  12  members  is  elected  by 
approximately  10%  of  the  student  body  who  take  time  out  of  their  card  game  to 
vote.  The  candidates  in  the  election  make  every  effort  to  avoid  the  issues 
being  that  most  don't  know  what  the  issues  are  but.  Student  Councilor  looks 
good  on  a transcript  and  may  be  a counciller  could  get  into  the  mixers  free. 

The  job  doesn't  pay  much- 30$  a day  and  all  the  walls  you  can  paint. 

By  the  time  the  entire  council  is  elected,  the  first  month  of  school 
is  over.  By  the  time  the  council  break  down  into  committees  and  elects  it's 
officers,  there  is  close  to  two  months  gone. 

By  the  time  the  budget  commitee  gets  ready  to  examine  budgets  there  are  al- 
ready approximately  40  budgets  submitted  and  approximately  30  clubs  and  organ- 
izations asking  for  money.  These  organizations  need  this  money  and  have  a right 
to  their  money  (but  can  be  cut  down  if  their  request  is  very  excessive). 

These  circumstances  develop  into  a vicious  circle  which  seems  to  reoccur 
every  year.  The  clubs  and  organizations  try  to  bleed  every  penny  they  can 
out  of  the  council.  They  pad  their  budgets  with  unnecessary  items. 

Certain  menbers  of  the  faculty  and/or  administration  and  staff  who  are 
active  in  certain  student  activities,  have  no  regard  for  the  other  clubs 
seeking  funds  and  submit  exorbitant  budgets. 

These  2 things  cause  a lot  of  paper  work  and  time  by  the  budget  commitee. 

On  the  other  side  of  the  circle  there  is  the  budget  committee  and  the  Student 
Council.  The  amount  of  members  with  any  sort  of  capability  and  progressive 
ideas  can  be  counted  on  half  the  fingers  of  one  hand. 

One  observation  I hold  in  both  school  and  federal  governments  is  that 
elected  officials  seem  to  forget  that  they  represent  the  people  and  that  their 
personal  opinions  are  not  at  issue.  It  is  their  duty  when  they  are  elected  to 
carry  out  the  people's  will. 

The  reason  I make  this  observation  known  to  you  is  that, if  the  Business 
uluo  , for  example , submit t£  a budget^ personal  like  or  dislike  of  the  activity 


or  the  person  coordinating  the  activity  should  have  no  bearing  on  any  decisions 
made . 

Let  me  give  some  examples  which  have  happened  so  far  this  year* 

■i.  The  Athletic  Department  submitted  a % purposal  asking  for  Less  money  but  the 
same  amount  every  year-plus  offering  some  new  activities  such  as  a hockev  team- 
But  the  council  doesn’t  like  being  told  what  to  do  so  a good  idea  is  shot  down 
because  of  personal  disagreement  with  the  athletic  representatives. 

2.  An  intermural  foot  ball  team  wins  the  Northern  Essex  Intermural  Football 
League  Title  with  an  undefeated  season  plus  defeats  Middlesex  Community  College 
Champs  and  are  denied  the  trophies  that  they  have  earned  bv  the  Student  Council  * 

It  is  not  any  action  by  the  student  council  which  denies  these  organizations 
but  their  inaction.  Not  yet  realizing  that  the  budget  committee  and  the  student 
council  are  only  human  and  can  only  go  so  fast  it  seems  obvious  to  me  that  this 
formation  of  our  student  government  (which  was  written  when  Northern  Essex  was 
one  small  building  on  Chadwick  street)  is  outdated  for  the  approximately  2 100 
student  campus  which  has  evolved. 

A new  and  better  way  must  be  instituded  if  we  are  to  have  the  kind  of  school 
v.re  want. 

In  order  to  change  the  government  we  must  change  the  school  constitution 
and  in  order  to  do  this  we  must  have  a vote  in  favor  by  more  than  2/3  of  the 
student  body. 

So  stop  complaining  and  do  something  about  it.  Would  you  take  time  out  of 
vour  busy  day  to  vote  on  this?  It  doesn't  take  long  at  all  and  you’ll  still 
have  time  for  a card  game* 


John  Perillo 


PLACE  HISSED  DEARLY 


I frame  this  from  the  frozen  North, 

Dressed  in  a sheet  of  silvery  snow. 

And  as  I gaze,  the  shovelers  go  forth. 

I missed  these  the  past  two  years,  I know. 

It's  nice  to  have  our  relatives  so  near  us. 

To  know  our  longtime  friends  are  so  nearby. 

To  have  familiar  landmarks  just  to  cheer  us,  . 
And  to  see  the  cloudy,  winter  nighttime  sky. 

Oh  we've  found  the  sandy  seashore  once  more, 
Which  winds  around  the  rugged,  rambling  coast 
And  walked  the  mountain  footpaths  as  before, 
To  gaze  on  this  New  England,  which  we  boast. 


As  Ishmael  chose  to  do  on  November's  drizzly  days, 
Man  wanders  far  and  wide,  some  out  to  sea. 

And  discovers  in  the  journey  on  the  way, 

Home  is  home,  as  it  was  always  meant  to  be. 


How  fortunate  then,  we  consider  us  to  be, 

To  have  lived  in  lands  which  generate  a poem. 
And  allow  us  the  pleasures  of  the  memory. 

To  have  gone  by  David,  our  home  away  from  home. 


(Lire  well  lor 
You  people  who 
For  we  climbed 
Saw  one  brief, 


tills  passioned  land 
art*  1 Ls ' cherished 
its  hills  and  from 
passing  glimpse  of 


we  love* 
heart . 
above , 
Camelot . 


Written  one  snowy, 

New  England  night, 
sadly  remembering 
that  it  never  snows 

in  Camelot 

a ' place  missed  dearly' 
by 

Frank  Collopy 


Dec.  5,  1972 


A CHRISTMAS  CAROL 


The  old  walls  are  beginning  to  crumble  as  the  cruel 
wind  and  weather  has  taken  its  toll  on  the  cement.  The 
weight  of  the  cross  has  also  added  to  the  death  of  these 
walls.  Finally,  like  a losing  gambler  throwing  in  his  cards 
the  old  wall  abandons  its  support  for  the  cross  and  lets 
it  plunge  to  the  cold  marble  floor.  The  collision  with 
the  floor  is  like  none  the  church  has  ever  experienced. 

It  seems  like  the  whole  church  would  come  down  with  in 
an  instant.  But  no  sooner  does  the  deathing  rumble  start 
than  it  is  over.  Once  again  silence  reigns.  Yet  even 
as  silence  reigns  it  is  slowly  loosing  its  silent  supremecy 
to  a sound  that  seems  to  be  emitting  from  the  cross. 

A shuffling  sound.  It  is  the  sound  of  a man,  who,  after 
hundreds  of  years  of  being  pinned  to  a cross,  is  finally 
being  let  to  live  by  the  forceful  jar  of  the  contact 
with  the  floor. 

This  man,  lean  and  rather  under  weight  is  beginning 
to  sense  his  rebirth.  He  stands  erect  and  tests  the  working 
condition  of  his  once  agile  body.  After  all  of  the  creeks 
of  the  joints  leave  his  limbs  he  begins  to  venture  out 
into  the  street-. 

He  spots  thousands  of  animals.  All  seened  to  be 
different  but  yet  somehow  they  seemed  to  be  alike. 

They  all  seem  to  have  four  stumpy  round  legs  and  have 
a very  smooth  walk.  Some  were  racing  about,  others  on  the 
side  of  the  street  left  in  the  same  manner  as  camel  are 
who  are  left  to  die.  He  has  no  conception  of  what  these 
hairless  beasts  are.  Cautiously  he  tries  to  stop  one 
and  get  a closer  look  at  it.  All  they  do  is  screem 
at  him  and  continue  on  their  way. 

After  finding  his  way  to  safty  from  those  v/ild 
animals  he  pauses  to  read  a rather  gayly  colored  3ign: 

MERRY  CHRISTMAS 
Only  3 more  shopping  days  left 

He  figured  this  to  be  some  sort  of  holiday.  Trying 
to  think  of  all  the  holidays  from  his  land,  he  couldn’t 
remember  one  called  "Christmas"  and  another  thing  that 
baffled  him  was  the  appearence  of  his  name  in  the  word. 

He  tries  despertly  to  stop  a person  passing  by. 

Finally  after  being  pushed  and  shoved  about  he  is  able 
to  stop  a rather  elderly  man. 

"Excu.se  me,  sir,  what  is  this  Christmas,  and  what  is 
it  for?”  He  inquired. 

"You're  kidding  me,  kid,  why  it's  when  we  celebrate 
Jesus  Christ's  birthday  m4  something  like  that.  To  me 
it  is  just  a pain  in  the  ass,  shopping  around,  wrapping 
gifts,  parties,  bills.  Same  old  stuff,  ever  year.  Man, 

I wish  the  guy  was  never  born.  Every  year  I go  into  hawk 
because  of  him.  By  the  way,  aren't  you  kind  of  old  for 
hair  down  to  your  shoulder.  whajfc  did  you  say  your  name 
was?" 


"Why,  I'm  of  Nazareth,"  He  replied. 

"Sure  you  are,  and  I'm  Santa  Clause.  Boy,  you 
kids  today.  Jesus  of  Nazareth,  Ha  1"  The  man  walks  off 
mumbling  in  disgust  about  this  upcoming  holiday. 

Jesus  stumbles  upon  another  man.  A bit  heavier  this 
man  is  and  with  white  curly  hair.  His  wall  seems  to  have 
acquired  a stagger.  He  has  a bright  crimson  colored 
outfit  with  a matching  cap. 

"Sir,  tell  me  something." 

"Tell  you  something,  you're  supposed  to  tell  me 
things,  like  what  you  want  for  Christmas.  Come  on  now 
tell  Santa  what  you  want?" 

"Santa?  Is  that  your  name?" 

"Hell  no,  kid.  Man  you  must  be  drunker  thairme. 

The  names  Joe,  Joe  Murphy,  I thinft.  What  a job,  sitting 
in  a store  window  in  this  silly  outfit  and  listening  to 
kids  scream  and  cry  all  day.  The  old  wind  bag  at  home 
said  get  out  and  get  a job  so  we  could  have  mone^r  to  buy 
the  little  brats  Christinas  presents.  Then  you  wonder  why 
I'm  in  this  drunk  condition.  I tell  yay  ya  just  can't  win." 

Santa  Murphy  continues  on  his  journey  towards  a 
blinking  sign  saying:  BAR 

No  sooner  does  He  turn  and  two  little  children,  no 
higher  than  His  hips,  come  flying  into  Him. 

"Excuse  us,  Mister." 

"That's  okay,  where  are  you  headed  in  such  a rush?" 

"To  Macy’s.  Oui  Mommy  said  v/e  could  pick  out  our 
own  Christmas  gift.  Christmas  is  the  greates.  Easter  is 
alright  but  then  you  only  get  candy  and  eggs.  At  Christmas 
you  get  a bunch  of  toys.  We  gatta  go  because  our  mommy 
said  we  shouldn't  talk  to  strangers.  Let's  go,  Billy." 

The  children  scoot  off  with  dreams  of  big  expensive 
toys  bouncing  in  their  heads.  A man  who  notices  the 
incident  comes  towards  him. 

"Hey,  Buddy,  I saw  you  almost  get  plowed  over  by  those 
pint  size  steam  rollers." 

Jesus,  baffled  by  the  words  "steam  roller"  but  gets 
the  jest  of  the  sentence.  "Yes,  but  I'm  alright." 

"Ain't  it  beautiful?  You  know,  when  I see  children 
similing  like  that,  it  makes  me  wish  Christmas  came  every 
day.  " 

"Oh,  you  have  children,  too?" 

"Nope,  I'm  a business  man  and  Christmas  up  sales 
almost  a hundred  percent.  It  really  is  something."  With 
his  briefcase  in  hand  the  man  continues  on  his  way. 

It  is  slowly  becoming  apparent  to  Jesus  of  Nazareth 
of  what  las  happened  to  his  birthday.  He  comes  upon  a 
giant  bridge.  It  joins  two  roads  over  a wide  river 
hundreds  of  feet  below.  He  walls  half  way  out  on  this 
iron  monster  and  pauses  to  look  down  at  the  icey  blue 
water.  He  straddles  the  railing  and  then  dismounts  it  on 
the  other  side.  His  thoughts  of  his  conversations  with  the 
people  end  with  the  scream  of  a distant  lady  and  then  a 
CRASH  l 


MERRY  CHRISTMAS 


Michael  McClure 


I have  no  mouth 
and  I must  scream. 

The  hurt  is  too  much  to  contain 

in  ray  wretched  bodv  mv  twisted  mind. 

You  have  eves 

hut  you  don’t  see 

what  vou  are  doing  to  me. 

You  have  ears 
but  you  don’t  hear 
my  cries  of  agony. 

I had  eyes 

with  which  I saw  you, 
but  now  I can’t  see 
through  the  waterfall. 

I am  running... as  you  did, 
towards  the  light  in  the  distance. 

But  unlike  vou, 

I will  f " nd  its  source 

and  not  the  tinsel  of  what  it  seemed 

to  be. 

Then  you  will  be  sorry. 

Marv 


"TWit^V  akouV 


The  other  day 
it  was  not  real. 

The  world  seemed 
non-existant , 
like  me. 

What  purpose  have  I 
daily  exerting  energy. . . 
for  nothing? 

Then  is  not  life... death 
and  death. .. life? 

Or  is  it  freedom. . . . 

Mary  Wesolowski 


TO  THE  PEOPLE 

The  cross  of  God  weighs  heavy: 
clouds  hang  lightly  over  the  city 
silhouetting  burnt,  out  structures 

Blandness  descends  from  within 
borrowing  from  peonle's  emotions. 

I hear  people  praying  and  crying 
to  God: 

for  themselves. 

The  stale  taste  of  cigarette  thoughts 
unyielding,  wielding  through  the  moist  air. 

Yes 

I heard  it  tonight 
Everyone  knows. 

Electronic  answers  mix  with  God 
as 

the  stars 

gaze 

downward 

forever. 

Douglas  Allan  Travers 
Reflections  1971  No  7,  Vol.  1 
Mass  Hospital  School 


2T— 

3 is 

$ z 

UJ  LU 
< % 


^{2 


So~ 

s 

ill  g 


No  More  Canned  Spanish 


Creativity  and  freedom  are  words  on  which  we  lay  a lot  of 
emphasis  these  days,  especially  in  education.  Unfortunately, 
little  of  the  linguistic  expertise  we  devote  to  talking  about 
these  things  gets  translated  into  real  action.  It  seems  that  a lot 
lot  of  this  talk  is  a kind  of  unconscious  dodging  of  the  real  issu 
issues  of  education,  just  as  a lot  of  what  gets  called  education 
is  ail  unconscious  avoidance  of  the  process  of  human  growth  that 
it  ought  to  be.  The  old  formula  of  memorize/mesmerize  is  still 
very  much  with  us.  As  is  the  old  problem  of  "everbody  talks  about 
it,  but...” 

Somebody  has  done  something.  People  in  Dr.  Aransons  Intermediate 
Spanish  class  have  found  that  they  can  learn  Spanish  in  a relaxed 
atmosphere  without  the  pressure  of  competitive  exams.  Dr.  Aranson 
leans  back  with  his  hands  behind  his  head  and  gives  the  students 

what  is  so  often  lacking  in  student-teacher  relations freedom 

and  trust.  It's  not  a show;  it's  an  honest  open  atmosphere. 

Early  in  the  semester  Dr.  Aranson  asked  the  students  to  come  up 
with  ideas  for  projects  they  could  do  rather  than  take  exams.  Since 
then,  the  students  have  taken  responsibility  for  presenting  talks, 
preparing  various  kinds  of  Spanish  food,  and  making  other  aspects 
of  Spanish  culture  come  alive.  Through  indepemdent  projects 
the  class  has  been  introduced  to  the  music  of  Segovia  and  Spanish 
Christmas  customs.  The  Christmas  presentation  included  one  students 
work  in  translating  passages  from  the  Bible  into  Spanish  and  an- 
others  work  in  making  some  of  the  artifacts  found  at  Spanish  Christ 
mas  celebrations.  Another  student  is  writing  poems  in  Spanish. 

In  this  classroom,  Spanish  is  not  dished  out  of  a can  or  ham- 


mered into 


mered  into  unwilling  heads it  is  spoken  freely,  naturally,  and 

with  increasing  fluency.  The  students  feel  a sense  of  camaraderie 
and  of  satisfaction  that  comes  from  learning  in  such  a situation. 

It  is  classroom  practice  like  this  that  gives  our  words  about 
freedom  and  creativity  their  real  meaning.  The  more  such  classes 
become  the  norm,  the  more  real  learning  will  take  place. 

Stephen  Hahn 
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NOBODY  IS  PERFECT! 


Parnassus  extends  its  most  humble  apologies 
to  Allan  Connolly,  B.  Hardy,  and  to  any  one 
else  whose  material  contained  errors  in  the 
last  issue.  We  have  gone  through  a format 
change  and  still  have  a few  bugs  to  exterminate, 
so  please  bear  with  us. 
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